

And blow them at the Moone : O ’tis moft fweec 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft foolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

G ood night mother. Exit. 

Enter King and Queen , with Rofencratu 
and Guy Idenft erne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe iigbes, thefe profound heaves, 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we underftand them : 

Where is yourfonne? 

Gert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I feene to night ? 

King. W hat Gertrard, how does Hamlet ? 

GVr.Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefle fit , 

- Behind the Arras hearing lomething ftir, 

W hips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man* 

King. O heavie deed ! 

It had been fo with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept (hort, retrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe, 

T o keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on t he pith of life : where is he gone ? 

G-ert. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd. 

Ore whom his very n&dneffe, like feme Ore 

Among 


<PrinceofDc nmarke. 

Among a mineral! ofmetall bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King- Gertrard come away. 

The Sunne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch 

But we will ftiip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guy Id. 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfterne , 

Friends both, goe joine with you fome further aide, 

Hamlet in maanefle hath Poloniut flaine. 

And from his mothers clolet hath he drag’d him ; 

©oe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifperore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poyfoned fhot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the wound leffe aire : O come away. 

My fouleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencratu, and others. 

Afo.Safely flow’d : but loftily, what noile ? who calls on Hamlet ?■ 
0 here they come. 

Rof W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

^o/.Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 

Andbeareit to the Chappell; 

Ham. Doe not beleeve it. 

Beleeve what ? 

Hm.That I can keepe your cotmfell and not mine owne; be- 
fides , tobeedemanded of a fpunge ,wbat replication fhould bee 
made by the lonne of a King ? 

Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord i 

Ha. I fir, thatfokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities: but fuch Officers doe the King beft ferviceintheend, 
he keeps them like an apple in the corner of his jaw, firft mouth’d 
to be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but fqueefing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Rof. 




